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maximum penalty—death. The numerous obstructions', material or human, fixed or moving, turned it into an obstacle race. Some of the American agency reporters thought it might be a sack race.
We jockeyed for position amid the rumbling traffic. Many correspondents had set off before dawn, but the wise ones, guessing that rearguard actions and mines would cause inevitable hold-ups, started later. Our particular jeep— carrying Yindrich, Tetlow and me—bumped through blasted Cisterna and on to Velletri, also a sorry mess. There we picked up a stranded U.S. photographer who had disagreed with his jeep-mates about the route. After many tedious diversions and traffic-blocks we joined Highway Six near Valmontone.
Jimmy Cooper, of the Daily Express, passed us going back. He shouted out, "There's a hold-up. You won't get anywhere." We smiled incredulously. Cooper spoke the truth, but not the whole truth. He was actually taking a leaf out of the Tetlow-Gander book and motoring all the way back to Naples for ensured communications. He had, however, been able to leave John Redfern, who had been covering for the Express in Anzio, and also Walter Lucas, who had been accredited by the Express to the R.A.F. It was a smart move, but, after all, the Express were three to one. Moreover, Cooper could only describe the skirmishing on the outskirts and did not himself enter Rome until some days after the liberation.
The arrival on the scene of black-haired Walter Lucas, who spoke with the slightest impediment and had a reputation for mordant wit, calls for a slight digression. He had, very surprisingly, sprung from my previous life in Bombay, where, however, he was not a journalist but had some job with the B.B. and C.I. Railway. He was an old Wellingtonian and a fine cricketer, making many centuries for the Bombay Gymkhana. Other claims to fame were that he was a cousin of "E.V." and was a fellow trooper in the Light Horse.
He had been Eric Linklater's companion on the journey back from India by the land route through Russia, amusingly described in The Man on My Back. Lucas magnificentlyper's gun. The first prize was a "lead story." Theini.ther had been working for sixteen hours lifting minese had done the right thing.ers, scorched and withered palms stilld hig
